CHAPTER 37 


May 20, 2011 


Justin sighed softly as he opened his eyes in the dead of night once more. He 
hadn’t slept in a good twenty four hours or so, and he was absolutely exhausted; 
yet no matter how much he tried he couldn’t keep his eyes shut. It was after 
midnight once more when Justin discarded his sleeping disguise. As with the 
previous night, Chie had fallen asleep after watching Justin for a while. This time she 
had opted to lie down before drifting off into dreamland, her head rested against 
the end of her side of the couch. She had been curled up in a ball, as though trying 
to give Justin room to sit. He only had one couch after all, and unless Justin was 
willing to take this to the bedroom, which he absolutely was not for obvious 
reasons, they were pretty much stuck like this. 


Justin starred at a blank television in front of him for a good while. It wasn’t going to 
turn on anytime soon, of course, though Justin just seemed more comfortable 
looking at it while he drifted into thought. A lot of things had been rushing through 
his mind lately. Kanji was still stuck in the television after a good three days or so. 
Justin wondered what it was like, to be trapped in the shadow world for days ata 
time. Yukiko had been in the TV world for a couple of days herself, though she 
seemed to be out cold for the majority of it. Justin secretly hoped that the victims 
couldn’t wake up until someone had entered the room, like some sort of trance or 
something. Maybe they had just gotten lucky with Yukiko. Hell, Kanji could be dead 
by now for all they knew. 


Justin had to snap himself out of his thoughts for a brief moment. He didn’t want to 
even consider that possibility. They couldn’t fail. They wouldn’t. 


He sighed slightly before turning his attention over to Chie, who had accidently 
kicked the side of Justin’s leg in her sleep. Justin couldn’t help but smile. Rest/ess 
leg syndrome. \t wasn’t like it was an illness or something, but it meant you’d be 
constantly kicking your legs around in your sleep. Justin had found slight relief in 
knowing that Chie and him both had it, though why was another question entirely. 
Maybe it just felt good knowing that there was someone else in the world that was 
like him, someone he could fit in with. He smiled slightly before standing up from 
his seat on the couch. Even though she had been asleep, that kick had still hurt like 
a bitch and Justin had no intention of letting her kick at the side of his leg all night. 
Besides, maybe she could use the extra leg room. Justin had considered grabbing a 
blanket for her. After all, it was cold out, and she was sleeping on the couch; though 
he discarded the idea when he realized how bad Chie would feel in the morning if 
she woke up to find Justin had been taking care of her. It was supposed to be the 
other way around after all. 


Justin started to wonder while he stood there, watching over Chie’s sleep what she 
had thought about this entire situation. What had been running through her mind 
when she sat there at night watching him? Had she kept her mind off the thought, 
or had she been thinking of him as much as he found himself thinking of her? And if 
it were the latter, was it because she cared, or did she just pity him? That’s really 
the question it all boiled down to for Justin. Was she there because she wanted to 
be, or because she pitied him? Justin didn’t believe Chie to be the kind of person to 
pity Justin just because of his shitty life. She had to be the most sincere person he 
had ever known; you could have a conversation with her and know she wasn’t 
holding a damn thing back or bending words. Yet, still, Justin had this creeping 
feeling inside of him that he was just some sort of pity toy... 


A pity toy... 


Maybe Justin’s shadow was right. What if that was all he was to her? All those days 
they had spent after-school kicking each other’s assess; all those bowls of ramen 
they had eaten after school... Could it be true that she thought if him in that light? 
And what about those few times they had kissed; even that peck she had given him 
on the cheek before they started dating... Was that all just part of the show? 


Justin had to shake his head to clear his mind. No. His shadow was wrong. He wasn’t 
just some object of sympathy for her. They cared about each other in at least some 
capacity. He just wondered if she cared about him in the same light he cared about 
her. 


He examined Chie’s face as she slept. Her mouth had started to curve upwards ina 
Slight smile. She must be having a good dream, Justin thought to himself. He 
wondered what the hell it could be about. Maybe kung-fu fighting steaks. Hell, Justin 
was barely into that kind of stuff, and he knew he smiled at the prospect of slabs of 
meat kicking the crap out of each other. And just think of all the meat puns there 
could be. Justin would be in heaven. 


Still, even though he had found some solace in seeing her smile, the butterflies in 
his stomach cleared as he shifted his gaze over to Chie’s eye. It was still black and 
blue from the day before, much to Justin’s grief. Chie was a big girl; she could 
handle herself, yet... Justin felt somewhat responsible. If he had insisted on going 
into the television with all the others, maybe it could have been avoided. He placed 
his hand along his left eye as he stared into hers. Now isn’t that poetic irony... 


He reached out for her, placing his hand against her cheek, his thumb placed just 
Slightly below the bruised area of her face. Every fiber of his being told her to leave 
her be, though it seemed he had lost all control over his hand at that point. Her skin 
felt soft against his. He felt a slight tingling sensation along his finger tips, as he ran 
them delicately along the side of her cheek. He sighed slightly before withdrawing 
his hand from her face. He had no idea what had urged him to do that; | mean, 
could you imagine what would happen if she woke up? Justin would look like the 


biggest creep in the world. Yet, he couldn’t seem to control himself as he looked 
into her sleeping face. She looked so peaceful; as though free from all the troubles 
that had been cast upon them. If only things could stay that way... 


Justin sighed slightly before sitting back on his side of the couch. As much as he 
wanted to give Chie that extra leg room, sitting on the floor just wasn’t gonna cut it. 
He starred up at the ceiling for about an hour, deep in thought, before finally dozing 
off into a deep sleep. 


Justin sat alone in the food court once again. He had tried to force the others into 
letting him tag along, but to not much avail. They were dead set on him staying, 
much to his displeasure. He sighed slightly taking a sip of the drink he had 
purchased. Coca Cola. He had kind of hoped to make it a Coke and rum, but you 
take what you can get. He sighed slightly as he starred out towards the food court 
exit. The wait wouldn’t kill him so much if he had something to keep himself busy, 
but alas, he did not. Instead, his mind seemed to roam free, nothing to save him 
from his thoughts. 


His mind seemed to reach back to everything from the day prior. Kanji was still in 
the television, Chie had a black eye, Yosuke was mauled by a tiger, however the 
hell that happened... And here Justin was, sitting on his ass, waiting for good news. 
He felt like a sack of rocks; useless. There had to have been something he could do, 
even if he couldn’t fight. Anything but just sitting her and expecting everything to 
turn out for the better... But then, there was nothing Justin could do. Even if he 
wanted to find a way to help, he was stuck out here. 


Suddenly a thought occurred to Justin. He had another one of those Maya dreams 
when he was unconscious at the hospital. He had been so distracted by his 
unfamiliar environment when he woke up that he had forgotten all about it. Jusitn 
tried to run through the dream as best as he could in his mind. They were sitting 
their, passing a smoke back and forth while they talked about something. Dating 
was it...? No, that was them getting sidetracked. It had something to do with some 
rum- Oh shit. It was the Midnight Channel! 


Justin sat up slightly in his seat. That’s right, they had been discussing the same 
rumor as the one that Chie had first told him when he came to Inaba. But he didn’t 
understand. If the murder cases were taking place here in Inaba, what was the 
Midnight Channel doing airing over in California? Had a similar crime spree occurred 
there as well? It was beside the point, Justin could figure that out later. What had 
disturbed him was the connection between the rumor he heard and something Kurt 
had told him. “Something about a TV...” Justin blinked fast as he put the pieces of 
the puzzle together. He didn’t know the fine details, but something was for certain. 
Maya had been able to go into the television at one point. That was where she was 
stashing her cigarettes. 


Justin stood up from his chair. If she could enter the television, then just maybe... 
Maybe Justin wasn’t as useless as he had originally thought. It took him a minute or 
two as he carried his oxygen tank over to the electronics department. If Maya could 
get in, then maybe there was just the slightest chance... He starred at the television 
screen for a while. He never once considered trying what he was about to do, but he 
was willing to take a risk. He had to help somehow, lest his thoughts and concerns 
drive him to the brink of madness. 


He sighed slightly, pressing his hand up against the television screen. Nothing 
happened, though Justin refused to remove his palm from the glass surface. 


“Come on... Open...” 


The surface still remained unmoved, the shimmering effect it had when the others 
had entered the television completely unpresent. At this point Justin probably 
should have cut his losses and went back to the food court; but he was determined. 
He didn’t have Persona... But just maybe there was something more to that. After 
all, Yu didn’t have Persona when he first entered the television from what he heard. 
His hand pressed up against the surface of the television for only a few more 
moments. His hand slowly started to seep into the glass. 


“Bingo!” 


Justin looked like he was going to shout with glee at any given second. He had the 
touch. He had the power. And on top of 80’s pop lyrics, he had an objective. 
Whatever it was that granted him access to the inner world, he could find a way to 
use it to help the others, right? Justin smirked slighty, grabbing the end of his 
oxygen tank as he stepped through the shimmering glass surface. 


As he made his way through the television, one thing was for certain. This was the 
right place. Justin looked about for any signs of the others, though to not much 
avail. Justin was excited to be able to help in anyway he could, though something 
had struck him. He had no way of actually finding where the others went. He 
vaguely knew the way to that castle they had been in, but that didn’t really help 
him. His smile soon turned into frown. He had come so far, and yet he was stopped 
by his inability to locate Kanji. He couldn’t just wander around; then he’d end up 
getting lost, and that would just make things worse for everyone. He sighed slightly, 
turning back around to exit the television. Instead he was greeted by an all too 
familiar sight. 


“Leaving so soon?” 
“Not in the mood today.” 


“Aww, don’t be like that baby.” 


The shadow snickered, its voice echoing slightly as it reached Justin’s ears. Now 
that he had heard his shadows true colors, Justin couldn’t wipe the sound of Maya’s 
voice from his ears. It was clear as day now; the shadow’s voice being this odd 
distorted mixture of Maya and Justin’s voices. Justin had more or less realized his 
shadow had something to do with Maya, though why he had mixed the two’s voices 
together like that was beyond him. Justin sighed slightly, rolling his eyes and 
crossing his arms in the process. 


“What the fuck do you want?” 


“What do I want? Well a lot of things really. Money. Fame. Hot chicks, and 
lots of them--“ 


“Yeah, I’m sure they’ll all be swooning over you.” 
“That Chie bitch already is.” 


“Me, not you. And before you start with that ‘I am you bullshit,” you know what | 
mean. Now will you give me an actual answer for ONCE in your life.” 


The shadow chuckled slightly, his yellow eyes shining behind the dark shadows 
created by his hair. 


“I’m here because you wanted me to be.” 
“What in the fuck are you talking about?” 


The shadow only seemed to laugh harder at Justin’s ignorance. He slowly held his 
index finger up into the air, showing it off to Justin as though he were blind; which 
might have been intentional, knowing his shadow. He held it up for a few seconds 
before slowly curving it down to his side. He had been leaning against the television 
sets the entire time, so they had been right next to him as he reached his arm 
around to tap it. The screen seemed to shimmer at the tip of the shadow’s finger. 
He chuckled slightly at Justin. 


“You wanted in, didn’t you?” 


Justin was actually kind of disappointed. If his shadow had been the one who had let 
him in, then that meant Justin didn’t have the power to go in and out on his own. 
Actually, that may have presented a problem. His shadow was the only one around 
that could let him out if that were true. And we all know how well that would end. 


“So... you can go in and out of the TV?” 
“All shadows can. What the hell do you think your ‘Personas’ come from?” 


“Alright, so if you can leave, why don’t you just do it instead of trying to murder 
your host?” 


“We can’t leave if the original still lives. Part of the rules.” 
“You follow rules?” 

“Very few.” The shadow smirked slightly, a devious look in his eyes. 
“Alright, that’s great. Now, you mind letting me out?” 

“Now why in the world would | want to do that?” 

“Because I'll kick your ass again if you don’t?” 


The shadow chuckled again. He was getting a kick out of Justin’s aggressive 
responses. After all, the more pissed off Justin was, the more likely it would be that 
he would deny his shadow, right? 


“Oh, but whatever happened to saving your friends? I guess you just don’t 
care about them...” 


“Yeah, well, I’m not wandering around for twelve hours trying to find out where the 
hell everyone is.” 


“Well, that’s really too bad. | was going to point you in the right direction, 
but I guess since you’re so deadest on leaving...” 


Justin’s eyes sprang wide open. His shadow knew where they were? Hell, he even 
said he’d tell Justin where. This was more than a little shocking. Justin had to 
wonder if his shadow was just bluffing, or if he’d just give Justin false information in 
a vain attempt of killing him off. The real question though was, if the shadow is 
indeed telling the truth, what’s in it for him? The shadow laughed slightly at Justin’s 
reaction. 


“What? Don’t believe me?” 
“What's the catch?” 


“Catch? What, can’t I just do something nice from the bottom of my heart 
for once?” 


“You don’t HAVE a heart.” 


“The catch... There is no catch; we’re just gonna have a nice friendly 
conversation. Or, is that too much for you?” 


Talk? Oh fuck no, Justin could barely tolerate him now when the shadow hadn't 
started poking into Justin’s personal life. If he had to put up with him any longer 
than needed, he swore he was going to hit the shadow over the head with his 
oxygen tank. Still, he needed to know where everyone was, and his shadow was 


offering help, albeit at his own gain... Justin could work this angle if need be. He 
sighed slightly, grabbing ahold of his oxygen tank. 


“Lead the way.” 


The two had walked for what felt like a good hour; although that was also 
accounting for when they were inside the building. The lesser shadows had started 
to inhabit the bottom floors again, much to Justin’s dismay, though they seemed 
uninterested in him. It could very well be due to his shadow’s presence. Either way, 
Justin was a little on edge, lest something go horribly wrong along the way. He 
sighed slightly looking around the entirety of the dungeon that had been crawling 
through. It looked like a bathhouse, though Justin couldn’t be sure. It’s not like he 
had ever been in one himself, so this was going entirely based on what he thought 
the stereotypical bathhouse looked like. Not to mention all the steam. It was like a 
sauna in there, the steam seeming to melt away at his pores. Justin groaned 
slightly. Maybe this wasn’t the best place for him to be with an oxygen tank. Of 
course, the heat didn’t really matter anyway, his mind was too focused on his 
shadow to care. 


“So what was up with that shit last night?” 
“The what and the when now?” 


“Oh don’t play shy, trying to feel up your little girlfriend in the middle of 
the night. You know, that’s what pedophiles do. You wouldn’t happen to 
be a pedophile, would you, me?” 


Justin just shook his head. He wasn’t exactly sure what had compelled him to rub 
his hand along Chie’s cheek that night, but he sure as hell knew it wasn’t 
pedophilia. Not that he was taking the remark to particular heart. He knew his 
shadow was just bending everything out of proportion to try and piss Justin off. In 
small does, it was completely tolerable, but after what seemed like an hour, Justin 
could not take much more of it. 


“First of all, that’s not what ‘feel up’ means. Secondly, | don’t think it counts as 
pedophilic when we’re the same age.” 


“So, did ya stop at the face or you decide to go down south?” 
“You already know the answer to that.” 
“Oh don’t be like that. I just want to hear it from your mouth is all, babe.” 


“Stop calling me babe. That’s just fucking weird. And no | did not, nor would | have 
any reason too.” 


“Oh that’s right; you two are in ‘loooooveeeee.’ What a bunch of bullshit! | 
know exactly what you’re after. Just admit it, no one will judge you.” 


“You are one fucked up individual.” 
“Says the freak with the oxygen tank.” 


Justin shot a slight glare over at his shadow. He was getting more than a little 
pissed at this point. His shadow must have noticed, though, given the chuckle he 
heard under his shadow’s breath, a devious look in his eyes. He just hoped they’d 
make it to Kanji soon. | mean, they hadn’t seen hide nor hear of the rest of the gang 
yet, so they must have made their way up there already, right? Not only did Justin 
need to make sure they were faring alright, but he also couldn’t take much more 
bullcrap from his shadow. 


“Oh, what’s wrong? Don’t like being called a freak? Too bad that’s what 
you are. Look at you, tubes sticking out of your face like some kind of 
Frankenstein monster. But then, you never fit in did you? You'll always be 
a freak, tubes or not, won’t you!?” 


“That’s enough!” 


“Jumping into televisions, fighting shadows, you’ll never be just one of the 
crowd, will you? But then, you never were before were you. | mean, who’d 
want to hang with the kid with an FBI Agent for a dad. No one will ever 
bother you in life; you had the fucking government backing you up.” 


“Don’t talk about my father, you shitbag.” 


“Your father? Your father was a scumbag, kid. A complete tool that did 
anything he was told. You know what your father was? Uncle Sam’s dick, 
fucking America.” 


Justin couldn’t take it anymore. He turned around and took a swing at his shadow; 
though the shadow simply vanished in a purple haze before the punch made 
contact. 


“Oooh, struck a weak spot did I? After all your father did, and you still 
love him? What a joke.” 


“Shut up, shut up!” 


Justin was practically running at this point. The sooner he caught up with the rest of 
the group, the sooner his shadow would leave. They had agreed to talk on the way 
there, no more, no less. Funny, he had come in to save Kanji and the gang, but it 
seemed they would be the ones saving Justin from himself. The voice only seemed 
to grow louder, despite Justin’s shadow’s form having dissolved into that purple 
haze. 


“You loved your father to death, don’t you? It’s a shame he never loved 
you back.” 


“Bull. Shit.” 


“Oh, what, you think he went on all those ‘foreign jobs’ because the U.S. 
said so? He did it to get away from you!” 


“No, no no no no.” 
“But that’s okay. The bastard’s dead now. He got what he deserved.” 


Justin practically kicked the big red gates open, rushing inside to escape the 
torment of his shadow’s voice. He had promised himself he’d never let his shadow 
get to him, but that was getting way too close. And of all the times too, it had to be 
when he was alone; no one to save him from himself if he fucked up denied his 
shadow. 


Justin sighed slightly as he looked onto the scene in front of him. He had been so 
caught up in his own problems he hadn’t noticed the giant behemoth of Kanji’s 
shadow standing tall in the center of the room, the gang’s personas being thrown 
about like ragdolls with the help of two shadows to the left and right of him. He 
breathed in a few deep breathes before stepping away from the red door. The 
others hadn’t quite noticed Justin’s spectacular entrance. Understandably so, 
considering they had been getting their assess kicked pretty hard by Kanji’s 
shadow. Justin groaned slightly. If he had been a little faster, maybe he could have 
helped talk Kanji down from denying his shadow. All the same, Justin slowly made 
his way forward, oxygen tank in tow. 


Justin scanned the room for any signs of his friends. Chie and Yukiko were attacking 
from the sidelines, mostly because Kanji’s shadow seemed uninterested in the two. 
Instead, he had been targeting Yu and Yosuke, who themselves were trying to 
dodge lightning bolts being hurled at them from Kanji’s shadow. On top of that, it 
seemed every time the two managed to score a hit on him, the two shadows 
standing next time him just patched it right up, revitalizing his health and strength. 
Justin’s thoughts were distracted, however, by a stray lightning bolt nearly hitting 
him. He sighed in relief since it hit just off to his right, though the lightning bolt 
wooshing past Chie and Yukiko’s heads more than brought their attention over to 
Justin. 


“Justin!? What are- How are you even here!?” 


Chie and Yukiko both seemed surprised; understandably so considering Justin had 
no ability to enter the television on his own. All the same, Justin jogged over as 
quickly as he could, ducking below more than a few stray bolts of lightning; from 
the shadow and Yu alike. Justin really wished he would learn to aim better. Hell, 


even Yosuke was getting in more hits than Yu. Justin made a full stop next to Chie, 
as she ordered her Persona to cast another ice spell, attacking Kanji’s shadow. 


“It’s a long story; let’s just say my shadow got involved.” 
“Are you alright! ?” 

“Fine.” 

“Jesus, Justin, you can’t be in here! You’re breathing--” 
“Is just fine, thank you very much.” 


Another stray lightning bolt had been coming full force at them, though Chie 
managed to block it using ice as a shield. At least no one lost an eye. Chie turned 
her attention over to Justin as the shadows begain to fight off Yu and Yosuke again. 
She certainly didn’t approve of him being in the television, though it wasn’t like he 
could just leave now. Besides, what was that part about his shadow? She sighed 
Slightly, giving him a quick nod, as though she were giving him permission to stay. 
Justin didn’t need her approval of course, though he smiled back as a token of his 
gratitude. Things would go a lot smoother without those two fighting him every step 
of the way. 


“Alright, you guys having any luck with him?” 


“Everytime we hurt him those other two just patch him up; but if we focus on just 
attacking them, then Kanji’s shadow hits us pretty bad.” 


Justin paused for a moment, his finger rubbing at his chin slightly, his facial hairs 
pricking into the side of his index finger. It took a second, but he got an idea. 


“Why not attack them both at once?” 
“What do you mean?” 


“Simple, if you can do damage to both at the same time, then Kanji’s shadow will 
get knocked off guard, and the other two won’t be able to heal him.” 


“Alright, and how do you suggest we do that?” 


Well there were a couple of ways to do it, though Justin doubted many of them 
would work. Just splitting up the attack between the four wouldn’t give them 
enough juice to stumble a shadow. They needed all four to really do anything. Justin 
had an idea, though he wasn’t sure how well everyone would react to it. 


“Alright, I’ve got an idea. Yu! Yosuke!” 


The two turned their attention slightly over to the corner, their eyes wide with 
surprise as they saw Justin hollering at them, oxygen tank in hand. 


“H-how the hell did he get here!?” Yosuke questioned loudly as he barely dodged a 
strike from the shadow’s blades, the blades looking like twisted gender symbols. Yu 
gave a small grunt of concern, but otherwise was not very questioning on the 
matter. There would be plenty of time for that after they were out of harm’s ways. 


“What!?” Yu screamed from where he was standing. He knew Justin was trying to 
tell them something at the very least. 


“| need you two to put some distance between the three of them and you!” 
“Got it!” 


And with that Yu and Yosuke carefully expanded the window of distance between 
the shadows and them, opting for ranged attacks as opposed to close up melee. 

Justin nodded his head slightly, reaching up to the tubes in his nose and plucking 
them out. 


“Justin, what the hell are you doing!?” Chie spoke up. He knew she was going to be 
pissed at him, but he also knew that his idea would work. Justin turned towards 
Yukiko, giving her a slight nod indicating that he was about to address her. 


“Yukiko, get ready to attack with fire when | gave the word.” 
“A-Attack what?” 
“You'll see.” 


Justin reached into his pocket, pulling out his magnum. Luckily, no one seemed to 
question why he had it on his person and not with Teddie. Perhaps they had simply 
overlooked the fact that Justin couldn’t have gotten it from Teddie if he was upstairs 
with them. He gripped the top of his tank firmly before lifting it backwards and 
swinging it forward with a huge amount of force. The tank went spiraling up in the 
air, much to everyone’s bewilderment. What the hell was Justin doing? He needed 
that to breathe! 


“Now Yukiko!” 


He gave her a slightly advanced warning knowing she still had to aim and cast the 
spell. He quickly pointed his magnum at the tank, firing a bullet directly into it’s 
steel hull as it came slowly spiraled back down in between the three shadows. Just 
as a rush of oxygen exploded outwards from the tank, Yukiko’s Agi spell collided 
with the tank. Soon, the metal of tank was engulfed in flames, an explosion in its 
place as it blew into the bodies of the three shadows. The blast was strong enough 
to completely wipe out the two smaller ones, though Kanji’s shadow was still 
hanging on by a thread. 


It didn’t matter, though, they all had an opening now, and none of that healing bull 
crap. Within seconds, the four had rushed forward with an all-out attack on the 


stunned enemy, spells being flung each and every way. Justin could barely see what 
was going on as smoke surrounded the battle field. Yosuke got flung out of the dust 
cloud on more than one occasion, though it ultimately proved to be irrelevant. By 
the time the dust had cleared, the four had been standing over the defeated corpse 
of Kanji’s shadow, slowly fading back into its original form. 


“We...We did it!” Chie exclaimed happily after a few moments of catching her 
breath. 


Justin smiled slightly. Not only did they just manage to save Kanji, but now Justin 
wouldn't have to carry that fucking tank around with him anymore. An all around 
victory if you asked him. Chie passed him a slight glance before chuckling softly. It 
was hard to laugh since everyone was still exhausted from the fight. 


“And you guys Said you didn’t need me...” He chuckled. Chie would give him shit for 
this later, but for the moment, they were just happy to have won. All the same, their 
quiet celebration was interrupted by the all too familiar sound of Kanji’s voice. He 
had just been waking up and getting back on his feet. 


“Dammit...” 
“Kanji-kun!” 


Yukiko turned towards Kanji, though Yosuke seemed bothered by something all the 
same. 


“Wait, Yukiko! Something’s wrong!” 


Yosuke had been right, as Kanji’s shadow slowly stood back up on its feet. Justin 
grimaced slightly. He only had one oxygen tank. What would they do if Kanji’s 
shadow went berserk again? The shadow starred at the group, though it focused 
primarily on Kanji, who had been standing just slightly behind everyone else. 


“I-It’s still coming at us! Kanji is still rejecting it!” 
“Well, | can’t blame him with this many witnesses...” 


“The easy solution to that would be for everyone to leave for a brief moment.” 
Justin pointed out. Of course, no one moved even a step to consider taking that 
option, much to his displeasure. He sincerely hoped they wouldn't do this if they 
ever got around to fighting Justin’s shadow. 


“Such a passionate approach.” 


“What?” Yosuke blurted out. He looked scared out of his wit’s end by the comment 
for some reason. 


“1 think that you four... would make excellent boyfriends.” 


“Again with the counting,” Justin exclaimed, hands in the air. “There’s me, there’s 
Yu, and there’s Yosuke. That makes three. Now, where the fuck is the fourth 
person!” 


“Maybe he means Chie?” Yu joked silently from the side. 
“| heard that!” 


“S-Stop it! Y-You’ve got it all wrong!” Yosuke shouted in fear. Holy shit, Yosuke. He’s 
just saying that to piss Kanji off, calm the fuck down. 


“Enough... Stop... What the hell are you blabbering about...?” 

“I don’t care who... Won’t someone, anyone, please accept me...!?” 
“Stop... it...” 

“Accept me for who | am!” 


Justin raised his eyebrow in slight sympathy. He could understand what it was like, 
feeling like the oddball out. All Kanji wanted was to be able to fit in. Justin sighed 
slightly. The two weren’t that much different in a lot of ways. For all it was worth, 
Justin accepted him for who he was; though he wouldn’t admit it to Kanji’s shadow 
of all people. He probably needed that to get back on his feet or something. 
Besides, Kanji needed to do this on his own. 


“Wh- Whoa! | really don’t swing that way!” 
“That’s not what he means you fuckwit.” 
“| said stop it!” 


And at that moment, Kanji suddenly snapped. Not in the break-down deny himself 
kind of way, but in the violent outburst kind of way. He rushed forward and punched 
his shadow straight in the face; and hard too. He knocked it almost clean out. The 
shadow seemed to remain conscious, thought it certainly wasn’t getting off the floor 
anytime soon. Justin clapped silently from where he was standing. It was an 
impressive feat to say the least. Kanji crack his neck to the sides slightly as he 
withdrew his fist from the blow. 


“Tch. | can’t believe something like this is inside me...” 
“Kanji, you're...” 


“Yeah, | know... I’ve known all this time I’ve had something like you!” Kanji seemed 
to completely ignore Yosuke as he continued to address his shadow, though Justin 
couldn’t half blame him. Yosuke wasn’t exactly subtle. “It ain’t a matter of guys or 
chicks... I’m just scared shitless of being rejected. I’m a total pansy who tries to 
make everyone hate me.” 


Justin sighed slightly. 


“| can kinda understand what he means. Minus the “try to make everyone hate me 
part.” That just comes naturally for me.” He got more than a few sympathy looks 
from the rest of the team, much to his disapproval. They didn’t say a word about it, 
though, as they turned their attention back towards Kanji. They knew questioning 
Justin on anything personal was always a bad decision. 


“Hmph, you make it sound like you got it all worked out...” Kanji said over his 
shoulder to Justin. Justin couldn’t help but shake his head. That was the problem, 
wasn’t it? He didn’t have anything worked out. He sighed slightly before turning 
back towards his shadow. 


“C’mon... get up. Anyone who looks like me , | Know they ain’t so week that they 
can’t take a punch.” 


Much to Justin’s alarm, the shadow did stand back up, as though under Kanji’s 
command. It wasn’t the latter part that scared him though; he thought it was good 
that Kanji was keeping control of his emotions. It was the former part. That shadow 
had gone down harder than a sack of bricks. How the hell could it still be able to 
stand? 


“Il already know that you’re me... You’re me... and I’m you, dammit!” 


And with that, the shape of Kanji’s shadow started to dissolve; morphing, 
expanding. Before long, a large metallic figure towered over the group. He had been 
holding a giant lightning bolt in one hand, much to Justin’s confusion. It wasn’t a 
real lightning bolt, mind you. Probably a blade or staff of some sort; though it was 
an interesting choice of weaponry. Though he did have to admire that the figure 
had a giant skull painted on the head area. It totally worked for Kanji. The towering 
figure soon dissolved again into fragments of light, as they swirled around Kanji 
before disappearing into the air. As per usual, Kanji soon collapsed after finishing 
dealing with his shadow. 


“Ngh... Shit...” 
“Kanji- kun!” 


“Let’s get him out of here!” 


It took a long while of walking, but the group eventually made it out of the 
television, Kanji in tow. Justin smirked slightly as he stepped out of the television. 
He felt great. Maybe he didn’t even need to carry that tank around with him for the 
last few days. He felt like he could actually breathe better without it. Justin looked at 


Kanji as he took a seat near the television, his back leaning against its plastic 
bottom. 


“Kanji-kun... Are you okay?” 


“Its... Its nothin’... Whoa...” Kanji paused for a moment, taking a deep breath. 
Strangely enough, he was actually chuckling a bit as the air came out of his mouth. 
“Heheh... | feel great... It’s like my mind’s all cleared up... “ 


Jusitn smirked slightly, reaching his hand out to give Kanji a boost back up to his 
standing position. 


“You did good in there, man.” 


Kanji nodded, his face slightly red from embarrassment. Or at least, Justin hoped it 
was embarrassment. Kanji seemed convinced that he didn’t roll that way while he 
was in the television, so Justin didn’t really have anything to be concerned about. 
He still thought it was out of character for Kanji, though. Kanji turned his head 
towards the rest of the group, not a word being spoken to Justin. It was okay 
though. No words needed to be spoken. Justin understood completely. 


“Hey... about what just happened...” 


Yu looked around the group for a short moment, as though expecting someone else 
to answer that question. Instead, he took the opportunity upon himself. 


“We'll fill you in later.” 
“Yeah... You better...” 


“Whoa, that sounded vaguely like a threat. | like this guy already.” Justin smirked 
Slightly. Kanji got a little red in the face again, though he seemed to smile back this 
time at the very least. 


“We'll explain everything later. You need to take a rest right now.” Yukiko added, 
despite Yu pretty much having said that already. 


“We'll be waiting for you at school.” 
“School...? Sure, if | ever feel like going.” 


“I'll take this guy home. If anyone asks, I'll just say | found him somewhere like 
this.” 


Justin raised an eyebrow in slight surprise. Out of the entire group, Yosuke had 
clearly been the least... attached to Kanji. He was clearly afraid of the possibility 
Kanji was gay, plus, Kanji was pretty much bigger Justin. Justin could only imagine 
Kanji beating the crap out of Yosuke for saying something stupid. All the same, 


Justin waved them off with a box of his head, as t’was his usual method of saying 
good-bye. 


The two departed, eventually followed by Yu and Yukiko. Justin had to chuckle. 
Lately the two of them had been walking home a lot together. He could only hope 
that was a good omen as far as their relationship went. If there was one to begin 
with. Chie and Justin stayed behind for a short while. He was half expecting her to 
chew him out, and she’d rather have her do it here than on the way home. 


“You know... That was pretty reckless...” Chie said, her mouth in a slight frown, her 
eyes raised with concern. After all, Justin had just blown up his supply of oxygen. 


“Well | couldn’t just let you guy go in alone after yesterday.” 


“Well | thought it was pretty brave, too.” Chie said, a smile across her face, a blush 
on her cheeks. Justin was surprised to say the least. He had expected her to slap 
him for doing something stupid, not be commended. Justin smiled softly before 
entangling his fingers in hers, her palm against his, as they made their way back to 
his house. He really didn’t need her watching his breathing anymore, but he’d be 
lying if he said he didn’t enjoy her company. 


